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FRANKELStTEN 


“Ohhh! Does that mean we can shrink our 
‘selves and travel into our own stomachs?" 
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“Eeeeeewwww! Why would you want to trav- 
1 into your own stomach, Kel? That's nasty.” 

*See, I accidentally swallowed my wallet earli- 
er today, and I was kind of hoping to get it 
back.” 


“You swallowed your... but... man, what's 
wrong with you?" 

“My feet kind of smell,” 

“Thank you, Kel.” 

“Ohhh, Kenan, are we about to start our book 
now?" 

“Yes, but before we do, I need to warm the 
people who are reading It.” 

“Warn them? About what?" 

“Well, Kel, I gotta warn them all about how 
scary this particular adventure is,” 

“Scary? What do you mean, scary?” 

“I mean that the events that take place in this 

, book are so scary that if you're reading it at 

home, all by yourself with the lights off, 
then . .. well, I don't know how you'll be read- 
ing, ‘cause it'll be too dark.” 

“Kenan, I don't like scary. Scary scares me." 

“Well then, Kel, you should probably skip 
Pages 3 and 4, ‘cause some really scary stuff 
happens there. And you also might not want to 
read pages 10, 12, 13-23, 25, 26, 28-31. You 
can go ahead and read page 39 though, ‘cause 
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' 
| say something really funny there. But after 
that, you might want to skip pages 40-72, and 
Page 76 Is pretty scary too, so you might not 
‘Want to read that one.” 

“Wow! That's a lot of pages of stuff, 
Kenan.” =a 


“I know." 
“But the rest of the book is okay to read?” 
“Nah, el Pretty scary! Now come on, 


"Kenan! Why did you call me scaredy-Kel? Is it 
‘cause I'm scared? Kenan? Can't we do a book 
that revolves around me and a team of basketball 
Playing dolphins? Huh? Wouldn't that be good? 
Kenan? Kenan? Awww, here it goes!" 


CHAPTER ONE 


*Ascoenenennnuemnmeney 
Price screamed. Her pale blonde hair 


seem bothered by the noise at all. That was 
“probably because Its ears had fallen off its softly » 
~ decomposing face about a block and a half back. 
Tatters of dirty clothing hung in rags off the 


‘way menacingly 
of pinkish shade of red as they stared in front of 
them, burning through the blackness like two 
‘evil pink jelly beans. 
“Aagahhhhh.” The scream faded away as the 
girl's breath ran out. She fought to take in an- 
‘other lungful of air and tried to scream again. She 
couldn't breathe. She was frozen. Her pretty 
brown eyes were wide and glazed with fear. Her 
ppretty brown nose was small and glazed with fear. 
‘The git!'s lip quivered, then her body began 


corpse that was somehow, impossibly, and very, 
very slowly chasing after her, but she couldn't 
Jook away. It was too horrible to look away. 
Her brain went numb. Unfortunately, her legs 
“had also gone numb, which was too bad really, 
because if she could have only mustered the en- 
ergy to walk briskly away, she could have easily 
- outrun the evil creature that was slowly lumber- 


walking corpse that only sustained its evil 
‘deathly life by drinking the blood of its victims, 
“freak” seemed somehow appropriate. Besides, 
‘People are far less concerned with hurting the 
‘feelings of the evil undead. 

A ghastly smile cracked its way across the de- 
“crepit crags of the creature's face, revealing the 
Jong, pointy, razor-sharp fangs that hid behind 
its lips. Those fangs could only be good for two 
things: drinking sodas without having to open 
the bottles first and, of course, blood sucking, 

‘The girl ran. 

‘The thick leafy branch that lay across the road 
directly behind her didn't mean to cause anyone 
any trouble. It was just minding its own branchy 
aes Sob branch's fault 

e girl's ankle struck it tumbled 
to the ground. pat 

A twinge of pain shot up from her ankle, 
throbbed its way up her leg, and limped into 


brain. Her mouth twisted downwards in a scowl 
of pain and fear. 

‘The wide, full moon hung low in the sky and 
‘seemed to glow with an eerie reddish light as if 
it were watching the goings-on with demonic 
moon-faced glee, 

Carolyn knew that things weren't going her 
way. She screamed. 

A dark, shuffling shadow fell across her pret- 
ty, frightened features. Two evil eyes seemed to 
glow a slightly more joyful shade of red that al- 
most exactly matched the bloodred stains on its 
evil pointy teeth. Teeth that were just inches 
from the exposed flesh of Carolyn’s pale neck. 
‘She screamed again. Louder, longer, even more 
{rritatingly high-pitched. But it was no use. The 
demon leaned down and . 


The bowl of popcorn that until recently was 
resting comfortably on Kenan's lap suddenly 
found itself flying through the air. Popcorn 
‘rained down across the couch like a flufy, but- 
tery, comy snowstorm. Several kernels drifted 
down and decided to rest in the short dreadlocks 
that poked their way off Kenan’s head. 


sight. 
Another thing that was odd was the fact that 
‘wasn't even cl 


‘Kids, and that was 
lot of really odd things, 
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‘He shooed her away with a dismissive wave of 
his hand and fixed his gaze, once again, on the 
and its flickering images of the blood-sucking 


‘Kyra didn't budge. Well, that’s not entirely 
true. Her eyelashes budged as she batted them 
lovingly up and down in Kel’s direction. Kel was 

cutest thing that Kyra had ever seen. This 
‘apparent by the way she was 
walking around saying things like “Kel is 


sister's choking me! Make her stop!” 
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“Kyra, would you let the boy go? 

“But he's so yummy,” she explained, never 
“once taking her gaze off Kel's yummiy face, 

“Well, first of all,” Kenan responded scrunch- 
ing his face up in disgust, “eeceeewwwwwww! 
And, second of all, you have to let him go, we're 
trying to watch a Blood-Sucking Freaks movie 
marathon and it's far too scary for you. So go. 
Bye-bye now." 

Kyra jutted her lower lip out in a sharp pout, 
“Fine.” She unclenched her vicelike grip around 
Kel’s neck, allowing him to suck in a relieved 
Jungful of fresh air. She skipped her way over to 
the staircase and paused at the bottom. 

“Bye, Kel,” she said in a sweet singsongy 
Wolce, looking up expectantly for a reply. 

Kel hunched forward on the couch for a clos- 
‘er view of the TV. 

“Don't open the closet, man, the blood- 
‘sucking freak is in there.” He shouted nervously 
aat the television. “What are you doing? What are 
you doing? | said, don't open the closet.” But it 
was no use, The guy on the TV didn't seem to 
be listening to him at all, 

“I said, ‘bye, Kel,'" Kyra shouted a little less 
‘sweetly this time. And when there was still no re~ 
‘sponse, she turned and stomped her way loudly 
up the stairs. 


W 


in the ooo tall 

tried to turn, 

voeikel shrieked and leapt into Kenan's lap. He 

tucked his head into his friend's shoulder, bury- 

ing his face so as to not witness the monstrous 

carnage that was surely taking place on the tele- 
ion screen. 

weer cald you get off of mel” Kenan grumbled, 

swatting at Kel with his hands. 

Just then, the front door swung open, 
Kenan's parents strolled in, hung up their coats, 
and... cold, 

" .? What are you doing?” Roger intoned 


got a litte scared.” 
J told him not to open the closet door,” Kel 


" Ls 


whined, his voice trembling as he pulled himself 
forth, trying to comprehend why the man on the 
‘TV wouldn't listen to him. “Why.wouldn't he lis~ 
ten to me?! Why?!" 

Kenan's mom cocked a hip out to one side. 
“Horror movies? You know, I don't know what 
you boys see in movies like that, They are so 
dumb!" 

Roger seemed a little more excited. “Blood- 
Sucking Freaks,” he boomed enthusiastically as 
he dashed into the room. “I love those movies!” 

A wide, happy smile stretched out across 
Kenan's face. "Yeah, and tonight they're show- 
ing a bunch of them back to back. There’s 
Blood-Sucking Freaks, then Return of the 
Blood-Sucking Freaks, Bride of the Blood- 
Sucking Freaks, and Blood-Sucking Freaks Go 
West!" 


“Oh! | love that one!" Roger squealed with 
gleeful, childlike enthusiasm. “But you know 
which one my favorite is?” 

“Dawn of the Disco-Dancing Freaks?!” Kel 
perked up enthusiastically. 

Roger shook his bald head from side to side. 
“Nope. I like Blood-Sucking Freaks Join the 
Circus the best.” 

One side of Kenan's lip leapt up toward his 


nose, What was his dad talking about? Circus 
Freaks didn't have nearly as much blood and 
gore as the other movies. It was lame, and 
‘Kenan didn't hesitate to say so. 

“Lame?!” his dad asked in disbelief, cocking 
his head down toward his son, 

“Lame!” Kenan insisted. 

“Lame?” Roger asked again, sure that he 
‘must have misheard his son the first time. Every- 


‘one knew that Circus Freaks was the best of the 


series. After all, it had both freaks and the circus, 
and those two together equaled horror. 

Kel poked a skinny finger out in front of him 
and jabbed It into the elder Rockmore’s shoul- 
der, “Man, don't you understand English?" he 
asked rudely. “Kenan said laaaammmmm- 
meeee!" 

Roger's face flushed red from the heat of im- 
pending battle. He was prepared to defend the 
honor of Circus Freaks at any cost, But before 
he got the chance, Sheryl stepped up, hooked 
‘an arm around one of his, and dragged him to- 
ward her. “These movies are gonna give you 
boys nightmares!” she assured them with a 
motherly nod of her head. “Now come on, 
Roger, let's go to bed.” And with that she 
dragged him out of the room and up the stairs. 

“Shoot! Nightmares! Ha! That's ridiculous! 


switched 
‘on as well. On top of that, just to be on the safe 
‘side, two large flashlights were clutched tightly in 
the two sweaty hands of Kenan and Kel. The 
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whole room glowed brightly, from the comic 
book collection that sat strewn in a corner to the 
sports posters that hung on the walls, Kenan 
climbed under the covers of his bed and yanked 
them up until only his eyes poked out from un- 
derneath, Outside the house, the glow from the 
room cast a yellow tint across the neighborhood 


sky. 

Kel lay on top of his sleeping bag, wide-eyed, 
casting suspicious glances in all directions. 
“Well, good night," he offered halfheartedly as 
he jerked his head from side to side at the 
faintest sign of any noise. 

“Yep!” Kenan's voice trembled slightly, and 
he fought to clear it. “I guess I'll just turn out the 
lights now . .. unless, of course, you want me to 
leave them on. . . for you. . . because I am per- 
fectly happy with them off. 1 am. Not scared or 


“I'm scared!" Kel whined, his voice high and 
frightened. "Why did you make me watch all the 
blood-sucking 


Kel chewed nervously on his lower lip. "Okay, 
16 


thanks, Kenan. Good night now," He continued 
to stare straight up at the ceiling’ unblinking, So 
did Kenan. An hour later, they were still staring. 
‘Two hours later: still staring. Two hours and 
twenty-two 


Kel's eyeballs danced underneath his sleeping 
Nids, almost like they had a horrible and fright- 
‘ening life of their own. His body twitched. He 
Was dreaming something, But what? 


dark clouds rolled ominously over the face 

‘of the bright, full moon like a blanket being 

‘over a lamp that happened to be float- 

in the sky. The night darkened. No stars 

were visible behind the cloudy cover of black 

that hung low and heavy over the city below. A 
storm was brewing. 

Bright, fiery pitchforks of light exploded down 
from the heavens with an electric sizzle, casting 
‘ominous shadows across the small grocery store 

Rigby's wasn't a fancy sort of grocery store, 
unless by fancy you meant small. A small deli 
counter sat against the far wall, quietly holding 


looming can-shadows across 
the walls, they tumbled off the shelf and plum- 
‘Meted toward the floor, where they were only 
barely spared the agony of certain can-death by 
Janding on something soft just inches from the 
hard tile floor. 

"OWWW! My foot!” Kenan raised his throb- 
bing foot into the air as his features scrunched 
Up into an expression of pain. He hopped up 
‘and down on his other foot, fighting to keep his 
balance. "Ow. Ow. Ow. Ow. Ow.” He punctu- 
‘ated each hop as he bobbed up and down across 
the store, Suddenly, his foot landed on one of 
the downed cans of pork. The can shot out from 
Under him. 


His legs flew up off the ground, and for a brief 


on. 
That's right, he remembered, 
Chris, And then an- 


Kenan smiled, 
Kel went back to help out 
other 


t entered his head. Strange that 
he's not back yet. 


Chris Potter was Kenan's boss at the store, In 
the years that Kenan had been working for him, 
Chris had become almost like a part of his fam- 


‘across the shingles, and, finally, connected 
large metal pole that stuck up into the 
night as if to say, “Hey, lightning, come: 

nd get me!" 
‘Kenan, of course, did not suspect any of this. 


“swinging door that connected the back room to 
the rest of the store. 

His eyes shot open wide. His mouth pursed 
“up Into a what-the-heck-is-going-on-back-here 
Kind of expression. The back room of the store, 
which until now had always served as a kind of 
“makeshift office/storeroom, looked like some- 
‘thing out of a horror movie. Kenan reacted to 
the vision with his ordinary calm and wit. 

“What the— With the— And the—lI!" he 


babbled loudly. : 

‘Chris's head jerked quickly toward the door to 
check out the disturbance. Lightning flashed, 
crackting across his wild eyes and the mound of 
‘wld hair that stuck up off his head, as if he had 
woken up from a hard night’s sleep and then 


‘emptied an entire can of hairspray onto his head 
to make sure that his hair would remain ce- 
‘mented in that exact state of muss. 

“Who's there?” Chris asked, a crazed, ner- 
‘vous whine echoing in his voice. 

“Uhhhh...” Kenan stammered, “Just me 
Kenan, You know, the guy you're staring at with 
that crazy expression on your face." 

“What are you doing back here?" Chris slow- 
ly approached his nervous employee. His long, 
thin shadow began to creep its way up Kenan's 


them with cheetahlike quickness, His nose 

brushed Kenan's face as his paranoid eyes 
glared out at him. 

“What experiment?! What do you know?” he 
spat out quickly. 

Kenan’s hands jerked and fluttered in the air 

to help him form a coherent 

nothing. Experiment?” he 


crazed face of his boss, who stbod before 


pu know what?” Kenan continued, "I can 
that you're real busy right now with the 
d scientist thing. So, why don't I just, you 
he Jabbed a thumb over his shoul 

ler to the store beyond—. .. go. And I'll come 
later when you're finished with all of 
«evil experiments and stuff. So... see 


With that, Kenan turned and bolted for the 


BOOOOOMMMMMM!! A huge clap of thun- 
"dar rocked the store, followed immediately by a 
“White-hot bolt of lightning, which burst out of 
‘the clouds, illuminating the night in a noontime 
glow, The lightning bolt smashed into the tall 
metal pole on Rigby's roof with a metallic crash. 
Sparks exploded into the air and rained back 
down to earth like the remnants of a really poor 
fireworks display. 

‘The pole began to hum with a life of its own. 
A blue glow lit up the metal and began to travel 
from the tip of the pole to the base. The glow 
‘ipped its way across the wire that lay strewn out 
‘across the roof. It ran down the little hole, dart- 
‘ed into the back room, and dashed into the large 
banks of machines that lined the wall. 


‘switch. 
_ He mumbled under his breath at his bo luck, 
nd then. |. There was only one thing he 


| 70h, Kenan? Do you thnk you could ge me 
hand with this switch here? I woud really ape 
“4 


[ipketen wine vetching the whole soane 
. He couldn't quite figure ont 


ERAN & REL 


with a friendly nod of his head. He joined Chris 
‘by the machine, put his hands on the switch 
With his boss's hands, and, on the count of 
three, they yanked. 

‘The switch crashed down, throwing sparks 
into the air like caps at a graduation, The ma- 
chine spat a brillant red glow across a series of 
‘wires that ran over to the shape on the table. 

“The sheet began to glow red as the life from 
the wire flowed into the shape under it. It grew 


the picture on a TV set that has just 

| switched off. 
This," Chris announced dramatically, “is 
Worked!" He grabbed a corner of the sheet 
id, like a magician, yanked it off the table, re- 
“Kel?” Kenan asked, blinking several times out 
ir curiosity. The thing on the table looked 
Kel. Well, sort of. Kenan didn't remember 
any large metal bolts sticking out of 
sides of his head or being seven feet tall. He 
also dikin't remember Kel having quite so many 
yrs crisscrossing his thin, angular face, But 


sheets. 
“It worked, It worked,” he began mumbling to 4 
himself softly, almost under his breath, and then 


louder. “It worked." And louder he repeat- 
ed it, until he was shouting at the top of his 
lungs. 


Kenan poked a quizzical finger into the air. 

“Uh...what worked?” he asked with a 
wince, He really, really hoped that he wasn't 
going to regret asking that question. 

‘The machines against the wall faded to a halt. 
‘The glowing body under the sheets began to 


‘ture, This is Fran-Kel-Stein!” 
“Clever name,” Kenan admitted with a shrug. 
“With this superstrong creature that will do 
my bidding, I can take over the world!" A loud, 
whiny cackle erupted from Chris's thin lips. He 
threw his head skyward, hands stretched wildly 
oS Aanaemmatemneties = 


sat up! 
“Orange soda," Fran-Kel-Stein moaned, his 
voice low and thick. 
“It speaks,” Chris hissed 
Kenan shot him a 
really?" he asked, 
“Thanks for fil 


“Orange soda!” he moaned, louder this time. 
“Chris, 1 think maybe you oughtta get my 
friend here some orange soda," & 
Chris's eyes scoured the room, then popped 
Pen wide with realization. “I think we're out,” 
he squeaked, 


gh with a crash. 


of plaster dust rained down through the 
Kel-shaped hole, Kenan and Chris just 


d In silent wonder as the angry 


ie witha thoughtful shrug 
‘Hmmm. Creating a ‘superstrong evil Kel 


‘seemed like such a good idea at the 


Bro rin slowed to steady rit, fling tke 
small gobs of spit from the cloudy sky above. 
‘Small puddles of rainwater gathered in tiny pot- 
holes, which marked the road like pepperonis 
‘across a cement pizza. Droplets of water sent lit- 
tle circular waves rippling out to the edges of the 
puddles as they landed, The dark, cloudy night 
shimmered and danced in the reflections as the 
raindrops skipped over the surface of the water. 

Suddenly one reflection went dark. A foot 
hovered over the small puddle, blacking out the 
night. Then, the foot stomped down. Water 
‘splashed up out of the pothole as the foot sunk 
ankle deep, soaking the canvas of the shoe. The 


't Seem to care in the least. The leg that 
hed to the foot didn't seqm to care in 
Even the metal bolts that stuck out of 
‘that sat above the torso that was at- 
the legs didn't seem to care, 


‘goodness, evil!" Fran-Kel-Stein moaned, 
rms stretched out in front of him like a 
pwalker as he lumbered down the street, 

through puddles as he went about his 

” 


Kenan, get into some trouble, drink some 

ge soda, and see what new foods he could 

ito his nose. The idea that he would be ab- 

d by Kenan's boss, strapped to a table, and 

d into a superstrong monster never even 
“frosted his mind, 


Scarred and discolored tongue Poked its 
‘Out of the Kel-thing’s mouth and proceeded 
c the dog. It didn't taste like orange soda, 
foct he was pretty certain that orange soda 


‘his hands beg: 
rap his new, 


log in his grasp and ‘hen the thing in his hands barked. That 
he asked question- inched it: It was definitely not orange coda 
small furry creature With a self-satisfied smile etched across his 


“4 3s 


13 


face, the Kel monster set the dog down and 
‘went on with his search. Holding his hands out 
toward the night, he shuffled off into the dis- 
tance, moaning to nobody in particular, “Or- 
ange soda.” 


‘A row of street lamps burned through the 
night, casting wan pools of yellow across the 
sidewalk below, A row of houses lined either 
side of the small street, which ended in a cul-de- 
sac. The houses all looked pretty much the 
same. Same sloped roofs, Same large garage 
that spread itself across most of the front of the 
house, Same large picture window that looked 
cout from the living room to the quiet street be- 
yond. Even the same banners that hung quietly 
‘over the same front doors. The banners flapped 
gently in the night breeze, each one stamping 
the house with its own unique Identity, 

‘A pineapple flapped and flowed from the 
front of the pastel blue house. Welcome was 


‘embroidered across another in large, friendly 


red letters, which just happened to clash with 
the neon pink of the rest of the structure, A 
large bottle of orange soda swayed and rippled 
through the night as it hung proudly over the 
door of the bright orange house at the end of 
the street. 


36 


dore Knutson was very proud of what he 
a living. It was a job that hid father had 


mgeons, Theodore Knutson was an orange 

‘taster. 

was Theodore's job to taste each and every 
ottla of orange soda before it left the Wavy 
pn Orange Soda factory and made its orangey 

to thirsty bellies across the land. 

dore would take the smallest of sips from 

‘one, swishing the orangey beverage 

d in his mouth to search for three key 

things. First, flavor, It was important that the 

"oda not be too ripe or too sour, Theodore had 

‘make sure that the Wavy Lion Orange Soda 

| Goimpany had achieved exactly the right balance 

4 sugar, water, and artificial orange fla~ 
_ voring number seventeen. 

‘The second thing that Theodore checked for 
‘Wox bubbliness, It was important that the soda 
be frisky enough to tickle his nose as he drank 
‘Wut not so bubbly that he ran the risk of having 
his stomach explode later on in the day. 

‘The third and last thing that Theodore 
‘checked for was color. It had to be just the right 
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shade of orange. Not too apple red, not too lard 


The Kel monster stopped right in the center 
‘of one of the circular pools of light that was 
thrown across the ground by the tall streetlights 


orange soda. 

Fran-Kel-Stein stepped up to the front door 
‘of the Knutsons’ bright orange abode. He 
Jooked up at the banner that flew above the 


wRAnWELsvern 


en he turned the knob and pushed open the 


Ican't believe that you turned my best 
fend {nto a crazed superstrong monster that 
to wander the land in search of orange soda! 
it Were you thinking?” Kenan demanded as 
paced back and forth across the dingy tile 
loor of Rigby's grocery. 
Chris looked up apologetically from behind 
hw magazine he was reading. A large headline 
retched its way across the magazine's glossy 
pnt cover: It read, “How to Take Over the 
ork and Still Have Time for You!” 
"I'm sorry, Kenan,” he stated in his flat, nasal 
ple, “I was only trying to use him as a mind- 
foot soldier in my scheme for world domi- 
|. How could | have known that it would 


~ Kenan’s brow furrowed. His dreadlocks stood 
up In concentration as he walked from one wall 
‘of the store to the other, then pivoted on his 
jwel and marched back the other way. He had 
to figure out a way to find Kel before he hurt 
somebody, or before he got hurt, or before he 
did something really strange that made people 
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Jook at him and shake their heads and mumble 
“What's wrong with that boy?” under their 
breaths. 


“Man, we gotta find him!” Kenan grumbled to 
himself. “But how? He could be anywhere.” 

Chris frowned. “If only Mother were here. 
She'd know what to do, Unfortunately, she’s 
not back from that expedition to climb Mount 
Everest.” A glazed, faraway look settled over 
Chris's eyes as he imagined his dear, blue- 
haired old mother ascending the majestic peak 
of the world’s highest mountain and planting 
the Potter family flag into the snow to mark 
the achievement. It was a proud moment for 
Potters everywhere. A small tear welled up in 
‘one of Chris's eyes, and he quickly dabbed it 
away, 

Kenan couldn't have cared less about Chris's 
mother. He couldn't have cared less about 


Mount Everest. And he certainly couldn't have 


cared less about any flag-planting or Potter fam- 
ily achievements. None of that stuff concerned 


{thit him. His eyes rifled open. His head 
‘up as the weight of the idea smacked him 
between the eyes like a ton of marshmal- 
'that had been superglued to a ton of bricks, 
ger shot its way excitedly into the air, “I got 
Is the one thing that Kel can't resist?” A 
scheming, gleaming sort of grin broke 
Kenan's lips and raced its way up the 


. ‘of his cheeks, “Chris,” he said, an excited 


lacing his voice, “I got a plan.” 
house was dark and quiet. A digital clock 


Nj in the long, narrow hallway, casting eerie, 


d shadows across the white walls. One of 
thadows seemed to lurch forward in stum- 
j staggering jerks of moverent. The shad- 


Knutson couldn't sleep. He tossed 


fl turned, fighting desperately to try and get 


him. What did concern him was finding the gomfortable, He tried lying on his back, but that 
monstrous creature that had, until recently, been dilin't work. He tried his side and his front and 


his goofy best friend. 


fils other side, but none of them were comfort- 


Kenan wrung his hands together in front of bla, After that he began to get creative. He 
him as his mind raced and sputtered and Iiliid ane leg twisted back underneath the other 
stopped to gasp for air before beginning to race with both hands clutched across his chest. No 


fingers in its ears, and them 
at him, Fear was kind of mean that 


‘was still there, but something new was 
g out with it, chatting with it, befriending 
t else was anger, After all, this 


pwly his hand crept through the air. His fin- 
tips grazed the wall, and he navigated through 
‘darkness until he came to the plastic casing 


silent, But even 
him like someone had tu 
fungs up to maximum. Fear ran across his body) 


a bd 


ad his way into the bathroom, but 
id, he quickly smashed through an- 
into the garage and then, finally, one 


“was confused. He had thoughts of evil 
‘and yet he craved orange soda. His mon- 
‘was racing, but it wasn't quite able to 
h up to where his monster body had taken 
‘Ht was still back enjoying the moment when 
and frightened eyes 2s d off the refrigerator door with a soft 
fange soda camage that was tlony pop and saw the rows and rows of glo~ 
him: MMe-giving orange soda inside. His mind 
Crushed bottles and crumpled bottles a ran through the part where he grabbed 
‘after bottle of orange soda and sucked 
m down, and it barely made it to the part 
the was startled by the bright light before 

pice cried out in the night. 
ook at him. He's a monster!” a gray-haired 
‘man shouted as he stepped out onto his drive- 


truly an awful sight, and besides, 4 
who's gonna clean all of this up? I ‘Theodore Knutson burst from his house, 


‘The monster was startled. He wasn't used ta. ing his orange robe even tighter around him. 
these bright lights and loud screams. And so, he it thing!” he shouted with the rough and 
tees tne thing that a freakish monster could feared voice of someone who has come 19 Se 
So eee raht through the kitchen wall 1 Mat with trae evil and watched ¥ df orange 
took a moment before he realized that he had ## "He drank all my orange sodal” 


aa as 


'A crowd began to form. Too many voices 
began to assault FranKel-Stein's ears. Too 
many fingers began to point accusingly at him. 
Too many eyes glared in his direction. 

“He's a freak!” a woman's voice shouted from 
the back of the growing circle of onlookers. 

“He's after our orange soda! No one will b 


Finally, he couldn't take it anymore. He thre 
above his head menacingly and be 

lowed out a deep, growling, 
thirst, which shook the air as it rose to the heat 


ens, 
‘The crowd leapt back as one, suddenly fright: 


ened by the 


‘way as the fiendish terror that was Kel stormed 
by them, shoving his way through the masses of 


a6 


raging monster before them. It — 
charged, Women and children dove out of the 


until he emerged on the other side. He 
‘The crowd lay hushed in terrible terror- 
silence. 
jowly, the creature turned to face them, the 
‘gap between its teeth just barely visible be- 
f the orange-stained lips. “Excuse me,” Kel 
‘very politely, “but do any of you know 
ch way the orange soda factory is?” 
edore Knutson spoke up without thinking, 
ure, it's down that way,” he answered, point- 
‘off into the distance, “just off Route 9.” Sud- 
nly, he realized what he was saying and, more 
ortant, who he was saying it to, He caught 
midword and stopped. “I mean... 
\. .. don't know,” he stammered not terribly 
and retreated back into the crowd. 
” Kel grinned toward the crowd, 
his head back, roared one more time, 
stormed off toward Route 9. 
.” Theodore uttered from the back of 
‘crowd as the phantom figure faded away 
the distance. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


was simple. It was so simple, I 
ised that he ha 
in preferred: much 
Kind of plans that 


ae 


mutter avery quick “Awww man" before the 
backpack landed right on his belly. 

For such a simple plan, it was seeming aw- 
fully painful. 


“There he is! Get him!" The gray-haired old 
lady pounded on the concrete sidewalk with 
the end of her thick black cane. “It's the mon- 
ster." Her wrinkled old lips quivered with a 
mixture of fear and glee as her wrinkled old 
eyes stared off into the distance. “He stole my 
‘orange soda!" 

She raised a withered old arm and stretched it 
off down the street toward the Kel-shaped shad- 
‘ow that was shuffling off into the distance. 

The crowd of townsfolk 
enough to follow the old lady's finger down the 
street before they stormed off after the monster, 
‘screaming into the night. 

Forty pairs of feet marched off down the rain- 
soaked street. Old men and young men, women 
of all ages, even a couple 
ered together on this dark, 


' 

1p pillow that would really hurt if you 

h with it, and headed off in search of a 
Sap-toothed creature, 


casting a flickering red 
'scross the night in spite of the fact that the 
ts were plenty well lit by streetlights and the 

‘NO one carried torches except in horror 


h to stop and ask di- 
ons, But he didn't care about any of that, 
| Was on a mission, 
Super eyes squinted up tightly as 
d the darkness ahead of him, pets 
finally finding what he was looking for. A 


‘soda manufac- 


largest 
turing 
Fran-Kel-Stein's whole hideously scarred 
began to tingle with that ‘special sort of ex- 
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temfoottall plastic Wavy 
to life, wagging its lion 


And, apart 
ployee 
‘been a rousing 
sight to behold. 
“The Kel monster grunted & 
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ding grunt, After all, f there was 
tt better than a bottle of orarige soda, it 
a twenty-story bottle of orange soda. And It 


f carry him. 


an stood next to the main power switch 

the entire complex, which he had just 

don. He watched as the factory sprang 

ighting up like a ghost town that had 
reclaimed by its ghosts. 

here. Knew It in his 

and his spleen, he 


Ma, And so he knew that if he was going to 
p him, it would have to be here. 


the simple part of his plan. Now 
slightly more complicat- 

a creature with super 

and super vision and a super-powerful 


helicopters, 
dark sky. Large spot 


the front of the heli 
‘luminating bright patches of the might 
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hheaded back over the plant again. That wall 
when they spotted him. 


began occurring 
soda loomed so invitingly in his 
portant questions like Why am There? and What 
is the meaning of life? Then, since the answer 
te that was obviously orange soda, he moved on 
to other, more complicated thoughts like T won: 
der what Kenan's parents are cooking for din’ 
ner tonight? Another thought ‘quickly leapt in to 
throng of thoughts that was 
head. That: 


this one: Hey, 1 
another planet #) 
Earth's supply of 
twitch twittered 
the imagined the bright all 
the world’s supply of orange soda 
taking it back to their home world. 
Se leave our orange soda alone!” he 
seeamed to the bright crs lighting up th 
darkened ground. 


got him in our sights,” the helmeted 

pler pilot barked into the microphone. He 

‘out from behind the shaded visor that hid 

from the bright glare of the sun, or in 

, the slightly less bright glare of the 

ni, Actually, he just liked to wear them be- 

they made him look cool and mysterious, 

‘would always tell people that it was to 

ot his eyes from whatever bright glare he 
think of at the moment. 

radio that sat in the middle of a high-tech 

‘of gadgets and controls and buttons and 


Jot like Kenan’s voice. 
you could have seen behind the helicopter 
‘g sun visor, you would have seen a look of 
rush across his young pilot face, 
@ Uh...1 thought your name was 
he said curiously into the microphone 


1 it you forget about your 
Kenan yelled through the radio: 
net before he gets away: 

“Fine. You don't 


nod of his head, he ordered 


‘ther two helicopters to move into drop fo 


Stein swung his arms jaround his 
like he was trying to swat away an annoy- 
“Leave the orange soda alone, you evil 


‘large net fell from the sky, like a meteor 
!was made out of rope and had a lot of holes 
Itlanded on top of Fran-Kel-Stein, tangling 
| up in its crisscrossing twine mesh. 

to Base, Doofus to Base. Direct hit,” 


‘as the net fell across his head. He stuck his 


iis through the small holes in the net and 


with all his super, evil strength. A large 
g hole tore into the side of the net, and Fran- 
in stepped through it, freeing himself. 
wasn't safe here on the ground. Some- 
g In the back of his altered mind told him that 
in danger. It was either something in the 
‘of his mind or the fact that alien spaceships 


vival, not to 


' six hours. It 
een going to get 0 break anytime in the 


r future. 
igrabbed the microphone and yanked it to 
Don't knock him off. You'l hurt him. 
don't try and knock him off of the build: 


et, “Come again, 

through the loud 

that.” 

An elutched the microphone tighter in his 

the bottle building!” 

tripped over his own 
the little wooden 


Kel Is climbing 


‘mention getting 
Charis, 
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ure out how to piece the 
‘Was no use, 

“Man” he complained, "Now how am | 
Gonna tak to the helicopters? They're going to 
eat knock Kel off ofthe building. I gotta stop 


With a frantic air of 


Kenan 
short dreadlocks 


the shining 

ge base of the bottle building. They had 
d the monster here to keep him from 
their orange soda, and so it was only fit- 
that here, on top of a building that was 
ped like orange soda, he should meet his 
en if that end didn't get to come at their 

ds but rather at the hands of helicopter pi- 


the mob had chased him through the 
their numbers had swelled to almost a 

ed people. Now they were all gathered to- 
ther, waving torches and shovels and fists in 
‘alr, waiting to see how it would all end, Sev- 
of the onlookers shouted out inspirational 

ds of wisdom to the chopper pilots circling 


The crowd stopped. Every head turned as one 
they sought out the person who had yelled 
‘One hundred pairs of eyes came to rest on 


Hfriendly round face that was located in the mid- 


of the crowd. 


Kenan tried to force a smile as the crowd 


at him curiously, 


growled questioy I 
His ciate, And different is bad!" 
test of the crowd murmured 

tlie m along in 

Kenan cocked an eyebrow as he stared at th 
biker: "Yeah, but you're different too. | ae, 
that long goatee, That's not normal.” 

The biker looked flustered, His eyes darted 
Hervously from side to side, then when that got 


i they began da: nervously 
bottom. "Uh. uh. na ee 
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nL 
it of hand, leapt in front of ithe goateed 


oa! Whoa! Whoal” he held his hands out 
of him to try and calm the crowd, 
it’s not what | meant. It's okay that he's dif- 
As a matter of fact,” he turned his gaze 
short lady with the tall hair and eyed her 
and down, “you're a little strange yourself." 
'Get her!” a couple of people shouted, des- 
hoping that at some point they would 
fet to “get” someone. 
"Nah!" Kenan snapped. “It's okay to be dif- 
rent. I mean, everybody's a litte different. You 
ow. Can't we all just get along?” 
hush fell over the crowd as Kenan's words 
unk in. Silence reigned in the cool dark night. 
mn, just as quickly as the silence had come, it 


*Nol!” the mass of townspeople resoundingly 
nswered, They had finally come to the conclu- 
on that, while it might be okay for them to be 
little different, it certainly wasn't okay for Kel. 

‘Get the monster!" they shouted encourag- 
gly at the helicopters, which buzzed around 
bottle building. 


‘Fran-Kel-Stein reached the top of the giant 
building and peered down at the small specks of 


Ree ssclhty below. “Man, those t 0 

Ple sure are little,” he thought to hi Hf. “I 

"ould fit them all in my nose." | 
He smiled to himself at the thought of his nos: 


after you. Nowhere to go 
had to. That thought gat 
He had been drinking 
Soda lately, and sooner 

His thoughts were interrupted by the loud 

the helicopters' blades as they ripped through 
the sky ovethead. Kel looked up at the three hu 
\copters that had gathered above him. Before he 
(ee to wonder what they were doing 
up » they answered the question fc 
an Hight toward him, nt him by 

Kel monster threw himself to the sid 
rolling Precalouly lose to the ede ofthe bot 
iP roof as the first chopper buzzed 
feet from his head. He granted an ang 
‘ter grunt and pulled himself to his feet, 
his ee angrily into the air, 
second chopper began its dive, a 

through the night sky lke a falling star But Fro? 
Kel'Stein was ready for it. He hunched down, 


g for it to pass overhead, then sprung back: 
feet and swung his arm out, swatting the 
Pper as it passed. The helicopter rocked in 
ky, stunned by the strength of Kel's mon- 
blow. It bobbed, swayed, and finally recov- 


fortunately, as Fran-Kel-Stein watched the 
helicopter bob and weave wobblingly 
he forgot to take notice of helicopter 

mber three. 
It buzzed down right over his head, and the 
onster had no choice but to dive to the ground 
Wold being hit. But this time, he was too 
to the edge of the building. He tumbled 
the side, shot an arm out, and just man- 


ged to grab on to the metal railing that ran its 


around the outside of the roof, He dangled 
midair, twenty stories above the ground, 


winging back and forth in the wind as his mon- 


ity fingers clawed against the metal rail that 
all that stood between him and plummeting 


0 the ground below. 


The crowd below watched, captivated by the 
, as the monster clung to the roof of the 
ling by one hand. And then, the hand 


‘Keeeelllll” Kenan screamed as the creature 
to fall. 


to pieces, 
ulder and, for 
down. AHHHHH man} 
The ground rushed Up to meet him, fast and 
furious and dirty, Why me? 
Kel cleared his Monstery throat and 
screamed, 


“AHHHHHHEAI 


MMH, 
HHHHAHHHH!" 


ih, that's odd, he thought as he stared, 
4 e at the large poster of Skunkator, 
‘World's smelliest superhero, which hung 
the back of the bedroom door. I don't 

em to be falling any more. 
He glanced over at Kenan, who was lightly 
“Moring away underneath the covers, Only the 


rhe ball that hap- 
Wearing a bright purple 
Awuww man, I ended up back tn the ane 


dream, he complained to himself silently just 
70 


before he hit the ground with a loud, 
ithed thud. i 


Kel wasn't the only one that was dreaming. 
In Kenan's bed, buried away under a pro- 
layer of sheets, Kenan was tossing and 
Low, incoherent mumbles escaped his 
hands clenched into fists, then released, 
indecisively clenched into fists again. Sud- 
, his eyes bolted open, staring up blankly at 
back of his bright yellow sheets, which cov- 

d them, 
"He yanked the sheets down off his face and 
up. His short dreadiocks danced back and 
th as he tossed his head from side to side to 


c@ away the sleep. Yawning, he stretched his 
ceiling. 


mouth as a yawn fought its way across his 
ce. His wide brown eyes narrowed, then, as 


the yawn passed, they opened and stared out 
of the window into the night. An eyebrow 


Its way a little higher on Kenan’s fore- 
ad. He cocked his head at a curious angle, 
leaned forward and peered out the win- 
again, a little closer this time, That's odd, 


he thought, looking at the clock, which read a 


LAT 


glowing neon 3:30 A.M. There are people down 
there. 


‘There were people down there. Shadowy fig: 
lures were moving around the Crams' house nex! 
door. It was a free country, after all, and if his 
neighbors, the Crams, wanted to roam around 
outside their house in the wee hours of the 
morning, there was nothing wrong with that. 
Still, he couldn't shake the feeling gnawing at his 
gut that it was strange. Kenan chewed thought- 
fully on one corner of his lip as he stared at his 
neighbors. A guilty thought snuck its way Into 
his brain. He shouldn't really be spying on ther. 
Aww, it's not really spying, he reasoned. After 
all, it’s my window. I'm allowed to look out of 
It if T want to, Nodding his head at the wisdom 
of his logic, Kenan pressed his face against the 
glass and went back to peering out into the 
night, 


There was definitely someone down there. He 
could just make out shadowy figures, carrying 
shadowy things from a shadowy truck and lug- 
ging them toward the even shadowier door to 
the cellar. 

“Aw, man!” Kenan complained to himself. “I 
can't see anything from here." A sly smile stole 
its way across his face. He turned and glanced 
across the room, his eyes seeking out the pair of 


7m” 
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sulars that sat on top of his dresser. A finger 
ed up to his lips and Kenan chéwed on it 


ghifully as he debated fiercely with himself 


‘or not to tse them. The debate went 

g like this. 

Self; You shouldn't use those binocu- 
That would be spying and spying Is 


Self: Pipe down, wimp. We're using 


‘wasn't a very long debate. 

‘a flash, Kenan bolted across the room, 

the binoculars off the shelf, and sprint- 

‘back to the window, shoving the binoculars 
t his spying eyes. 

“That uns better, Now he could see a ite 

zr, Magnified by the lens of the binoculars, 

could make out the darkened shapes of 

f Cram and Mrs, Cram. They were helping 

ne other guy that Kenan didn’t recognize un- 

di what looked like furniture from a big mov- 


d out behind him as he walked. Hmmm, 
don't see a lot of people wearing those. 


” 


Must be 's 
re @ relative. Mare’s whole family i 


way Ma 
une @ Joy to be around. It was really 


Kenan could have 


had pegged 
him, But there 


"4 


[peered down at the fallen objett. It was a 
Oden box of some sort. It was kind of hard for 
R to make out exactly what it was because all 
‘shadowy figures were huddled in front of it, 
euring it from view, Something had spilled 
‘of the box when it fell, and, as best as Kenan 
d make out, it looked like dirt. 
That's strange, he thought to himself as he 
up on the bed. Why would they have a box 
it's filled with dirt? 
e figures down below turned the box back 
it and placed the wooden lid securely back on. 
in's eyes shot out of his head, smacked into 
binoculars, and bounced back into their sock- 
His hair popped up and stood straight off his 
, like it was standing at attention in some 
d of military hair review, The box that the 
were now casually carrying to the base- 
door of their quiet suburban house wasn't 
an ordinary box—it was a coffin. 


*“Apl” Kenan shrieked a short, high-pitched 


al. A coffin! And that strange quy that was 
them was wearing a cape. Coffin plus cape 


Gould only equal one thing. Vampire. 

“Kel, wake up! Wake up! Vampire! Vampire 
putside!” Kenan screeched in panic as he shook 
his friend from side to side, desperately trying to 


e him up. "Awww, wake up!” 
7m 


didn’t wake up. 
‘Man, Kel. What is Wrong with you?" he cony 
l. lea hit him. “Kel, look, 


Gis Soda outside.” 
le shot to his feet and, 
fee sean could stop him, he rushed out of 


Why can't it 
shaking his head from 


; ain his breath, 
Would you forget about that and come 


7 


Kenan grabbed his friend by the shoulder 
dhhim to the window. “Look.” He shoved 


's brow furrowed. “What the... give 
that!" He snatched the glasses and peered 
gh them to see what Kel was waving at, 

in front of him, standing over the cof- 

Standing next to the stranger in the cape, 

Mare Cram. A smile that was far too friend- 

Kenan's liking was plastered across his 

And his hand was slicing back and forth 

the air in a way-too-friendly wave! They 

been spotted, 

thought quickly. He grabbed Kel and 

dd him to the ground, hunching just under- 

th the sill of the window. “Uh-oh, Kel. He 
we're on to him. He saw us.” 


"No, he didn't, Kenan,” Kel replied sooth- 


aly. He popped his head back up into the win- 
and glanced down at the still waving form 


‘Mare Cram below. Ducking back down next 
p Kenan, Kel amended his earlier statement, 


———=— 


Ti. bright morning sun climbed its way up 


Into the sky, peering its way over lawns, across 
driveways, through windows, and into wide 
brown eyes that hadn't closed all night. 

Kenan stared up at the ceiling without blink: 
ing. He had lain that way all night long, ever 
since his horrifying discovery about the Crams' 
new visitor. And especially ever since he was 
‘caught spying on the Crams, Alll night he had 
lain awake, waiting for the moment when the 
vampire would come to get him. Perhaps dis- 
guising himself as a bat, or a wolf, or a vac- 
uum cleaner salesman who just wanted to come 
in to demonstrate the latest breakthrough in 


12 
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technology. They were clever, those 

. You never knew what stiape they 

i take. Never knew how they would ap- 
fo you. All you could be certain of was the 

‘that eventually they would come. And 
they did, you had better watch your 


See, Kenan, | told you he wasn't a vampire,” 
[stated matter-of-factly. He knew that vam- 
didn't exist. He was sure of it because he 
Jonce had a dream where Santa Claus and 
Easter bunny had told him that vampires 
exist. And if you couldn't trust them, who 
trust? 
wan sat up in bed and glared over at his 


at night?” he demanded. 
Kel thought about it long and hard. He was 
fe there had to be a good explanation for ital. 
), he hit on it. It made perfect sense. “You 


fo ,, Kenan, | bet he’s a performer in the clr 


just stared at him, “What makes per 


ict sense is that he's a vampire. Oh, what are 


” 


It was hard to tell. 
“Uh-oh,” he muttered. "Marc Cram's here." 
“Cool” Kel leapt up and sprinted down thy 


strstr al winced 
Sigh, he put his foot 
down and headed out of the room, a 


ever sto) 
ing. Apparently not wanting to test foc 
Marc had never stopped moving. As he stood, 


giving Kel a warm hug of greeting, he bounded 
back and forth from one foot to the other. 


“Hey, Mare!” Kel shouted back, a little louder 
20 


d flatly, as he descended the last few stairs 
at led into the living room 
“Marc's eyes gleamed with joy from behind the 
ck lenses of his glasses. “Oh, silly!" his voice 
‘on the end of the word and he held it, drag- 
g it out far longer than Kenan would have 
And then, when he finally had to pause for 
he went ahead and wrapped his arms 


clothes out with a sweep of his hands, “What 


© you want?” 
"Hey!" Marc swung his hands wildly at his 


, "Lsure hope we didn't keep you up last 
t. We were helping my uncle move in. He's 
a be staying with us for a little while.” 


Kenan perked up with interest. “I see, So that 


your uncle then, last night, with the . .." He 
hoping to trick Marc into filling in the 
coffin. 


il 


came over. I want. 
ed to invite you and Kel over to dinner tonight. 
Any time after dark will be fine," 
“After dark?" Kenan asked curiously, 
‘Why can't we g0 and meet your uncle tight 
ow?” 


“He's asleep, He always sleeps during the 
day. He's a real night owl.” 

“Revrreally?" Kenan ‘stammered nervously as 
his worst fear became confirmed, 

“Yeah,” Mare replied. “So, can you guys 
come tonight?" 


rulted by a supersecret government agency 
d we have to— 


Kell" Daggers shot from Kenan's eyes as he 
d at Kel. At least they would have shot 


hhis eyes if that weren't entirely impossi- 


disbalieving puff of air snorted out 


Kel's lips. “Kenan, he is not a vampire. | 
just because he sleeps in a coffin, wears a 
and never comes out during the day. That 
't mean anything.” 


: “Yes it does! It means that he's a vampire. 
ist wait till tonight. You'll see," 


someone had spilled a bas- 

ketful of blueberries inthe sky and then set about 
inally, all the color drained from 

the firmament and the black night settled round 


“Kenan? You stink.” Kel's nostrils sucked in» 
Guick breath of air and winced at the sharp, 
stinging smell that joined it, "You ‘smell like @ 

that never showers, or a monkey that’s 
carrying a skunk that never showers.” 

Kenan Proudly at the mention of his 
stench. He reached into his shirt and pulled out 
along rope necklace that was covered with large 
hunks of some cheeselike substance. 

“Tm wearing Limburger cheese around my 
neck. Let's see the vampire come and bite me 
now.” 

Kel's face scrunched up, partly in curiosity 
and partly from the foul, rotten smell that was 
assaulting his nose. 

“But I thought that it was garlic that jires 
couldn't stand.” . esis 
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yeah, it is," Kenah grudgingly ac- 
ewledged, “but ! couldn't find any garlic, This 
Was the smelliest stuff I could find." He 
{t once more for good measure, gagged, 
d, with a pleased nod of his head, stuffed the 
eshift necklace back down his shirt. 
jock! Knock! Knock! Kenan rapped lightly 
the Crams' front door with his knuckles. 
alp! Guess they're not home. Let's go!" 
He spun around and started to walk off when 
he door creaked open. 
*Kenan! Kell” Mark greeted them eagerly and 
edi them in to his house. He led them to the 
formal dining room, which was occupied 
a long rectangular wooden table. Already 
jeated at the table were Marc's parents. There, 
the very end of the long table, was his uncle. 
"Uncle Vlad, these are my friends Kenan and 


“Vlad stood, his black cape billowing behind 
im like an eerie shadow. His jet black hair was 
back off his head, coming to a point in a 
's peak right in the middle of his forehead. 
skin was pasty white, and Kenan couldn't re- 

st the urge to comment on it. 
“You're a little pale there, aren't you? What's 
the matter, never get out in the sun?” He eyed 

ad suspiciously as he waited for an answer. 


“Vell,” he said, his deep voice laced with a 
thick accent. “In Transylvania where I'm from, 
there aren't a lot of beaches.” 

“T-t+transylvania, you say?" Kenan stuttered 


nervously, 

“Is that in Florida?” Kel asked, 

“Nol” Everyone at the table answered him at 
‘once, 

Mrs. Cram’s mouth turned down in distaste, 
“Eeeewww, what is that smell?” 

Mr. Cram clutched his nose and nodded along 
in agreement. 
“Uh, ..1 don't smell anything,” Kenan 
bluffed as he pulled out a chair to Viad's left, 
“So, let's eat!” 

The Crams exchanged curious looks. 

okay.” Mrs. Cram got up and returned 
@ moment later with a silver covered tray, 
“Tonight, we're having Uncle Viad's favorite 
meal.” She removed the cover from the dish, 
Beneath it, sitting on a silver Plate, were six 
bloody, raw pieces of meat. “Raw meat!” she 
exclaimed as excitedly as if she had just said, 
“Chocolate ice cream!" 

Kenan jabbed an elbow into Kel's ribs as Kel 
took the chair next to him. “See Kel, vampire.” 

Kel rolled his eyes. “Come on, Kenan. That 
doesn't prove anything.” 


me,” Kenan poked a qlizzical finger 

p the air, “but do you have any garlic to go 
this? You know, there's nothing I love more 
raw meat than a little garlic, don't you 
... Vlad?" Kenan snapped his head over 


red lips. “Actual,” he answered, “Tm not 
hat fond of garlic.” 
“Oh, really?” Kenan turned back to Kel with 
n IHtold-you-so look. 
“What are you looking at me like that for, 
an?” Kel asked. 


Kel's face lit up like someone had switched on 
world's dimmest lamp. “Ohhh, I know, 
pu're looking at me like that because you think 
proves that Viad's a vampire.” 
Kenan shook his head nervously from side to 
side. He drew his hand across his neck in the in- 
ational symbol for be quiet. 


Marc smiled a broad, goofy smile, revealing 
tthe slight crook in his front teeth. “A vampire, 
“ally, why would you think that?” 

"Oh...no reason...don't know what 


er 
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Kel’s talking about. Heb-heh.” Kenan laughed 
Ke ys cking his eyes 10 the side 1 <x 
Vlad out of the corer of his sight Was it just 
his imagination, or were Marc's uuncle’s eves 


‘ontinued to bore into 
he started to squirm ner 


sation. A warm feel 
fis head to the side and screamed. 
his long 


ee cae that, Kel? [tld you he wos 2 
vampire. ‘He was gonna bite my ‘ 
Ia shed at his friend through skeptical 


got fangs!" 
quickly yanked his lip back down ave his 
wep teeth. “No, 1 don't,” he said as in- 
could. 
murmured along with him, 
"and 


toward him. 

But Kenan didn't see any of those things. He 
had no idea that a small vampire bat was flying 
after him, gaining on him, its teeth bared and 
ready to suck some serious blood. Kenan swung, 
the door of the Crams’ house aside, marched: 
through, and, with a swing of his arm, slammed 
{t shut again. 

‘THUD! The bat smacked right into the door 
and dropped to the ground in a pile of wings 
and fur, A flash of smoke erupted, and when 
it cleared, Vlad was again standing there, right 
by the door. He wobbled slightly on his feet 
‘and rubbed the small knot that was growing 
on his forehead. “Oooohhh, that really hurt,” 
he moaned painfully. And then, his life got 
worse. 

“The door swung back open, smacking Vlad 
right in the face and pinning him against the wall 
‘behind him. 

“Come on, Kell” Kenan barked from the 


doorway. 

Kel shoved one last piece of raw beef into his 
mouth, quickly thanked the Crams for dinner, 
and headed off after his friend. 


CHAPTER EICHT 


Srange things started happening. As the 
weeks passed, 

weirdly. First, 

Rigby’s from 


the store from Righy's 
Grocery Store to Righy's Vampire Grocery and 
Blood Bank. That, and the fact that he seemed 
even paler than usual and took to wearing a 
Cape around the store made Kenan very, very 
suspicious. Kel, on the other hand, chalked it up 
to coincidence, 
But Chris wasn't the only one acting weird, 
The whole town seemed to be under the vam. 


fe spell. But no matter how much Kenan 
nted it out to people, no matter how obvious 


Maybe it’s just me, Kenan thought, maybe I 

Just losing my mind, but all that stuff does 
really strange. 

midafternoon sun shone brightly down 

the town as Kenan and Kel strolled the 


Hey Kenant™ Kel ssked, lot in thought. 


t you think it's odd that everything is 


Kenan sighed. He had been trying for weeks 
or 


to convince Kel of the existence of vampires, but 
Kel had refused to 


Kenan blurted out firmly 
“Look," he jabbed a finger toward one of the 
buildings on the side of the road. A banner hung 

i: “Vampire 


enan shook his head as a look of wonder sat 
his face like a two-ton porcupine ballerina, 
What is a Blac?" 


‘But—I—" Kenan started to protest and then 
Why bother? 
Kenan rushed over to the stairs, cupped a 
d to his mouth, and yelled upstairs. “Dad!” 
at?" Kel answered again. 


e them, the front door fell open with a 
. Roger poked his bald head inside, and his 
ze fell on Kenan, causing a bright smile to 
ght up his face. 
“Kenan, just who I was hoping to see,” he in- 
din his deep, authoritative baritone, 


Kenan turned and ran over to his father. “Me 
Ib, Daddy, it is so. good to see you.” 


Roger laid a paternal hand on his son's 
“Son,” he said, “do you think that you 
give me a hand bringing in something 
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a sure, but I really have to talk to you 
first.’ Kenan followed his dad to the door as he 
spoke, "See, | know you're not going to believe 
me, but this whole town has become overrun 
with vampires!" 

“No, it hasn't,” Kel added helpfully. It wasn't 
at all helpful. 

Kenan turned to face his friend and locked his 
eyes with Kel’s in a steely glare. “Yes. 
it... has!” 

Kenan's dad stared at him. His large, deep-set 
eyes seemed to bore right into Kenan's head. 
“Son, that's ridiculous, There are no such things 
‘as vampires. Now, help me lug this coffin up- 
stairs.” 

Roger reached outside the front door and 
dragged a large wooden coffin into the living 
room. The coffin scraped across the floor with an 
erie fingernails-on-the-chalkboard kind of grate. 

Kenan's reaction was simple. He freaked out. 
“Dad!” he shrieked in disbelief, his tongue thick 
and heavy, almost unable to form the words as 
It lolled lifelessly against the side of his mouth. It 
was in some bizarre state of tongue-shock. 
“What are you doing with a coffin?” he finally 
managed to get out. 


"Marc's Uncle Vlad gave it to me, He's such a 
man, don't you think?” 
Kenan didn't think that Uncle Viad 
‘anice man. Kenan thought that Uncle Viad 
an undead blood-sucking pawn of evil, 
an was sure that he had his good points, 
He was clearly a sharp dresser and he 
d very polite, but it was hard to get past 
whole demon thing. 
“Now, let's see if we can get this thing up- 
fairs,” Roger said, gently patting the wooden 
de of the coffin. “I'm getting sleepy, and be- 
, all this bright sunlight is really starting to 
me,” Roger glanced up the stairs, tilting his 
neck just enough for the collar of his dress 
to pal. away slightly, And that's when 


Kenan's mouth retreated as far back from the 
of his face as it was able, pulling his tips 


"My daddy's been bit, He's gonna turn 
into a vampire!” 

Kel slapped his friend playfully in the gut. 
*No, he's not. He probably just cut himself shav- 
‘ing. That's all.” 


or 


Kenan was getting frustrated. This was get- 
ting ridiculous. Every time he pointed out ev- 
dence to Kel that vampires were overrunning 
the city, Kel didn't believe him. Well, he had 
had enough. Kel was going to start believing 
him right now. 

Kenan reached out and yanked the collar of 
his dad's shirt down over the small circular 
wounds in his neck. 

what happened to your neck?" he 
asked bluntly, ‘ 

Roger ran a thick hand over the holes in his 
skin, “Oh that?” he answered absently. "Well, 
it's sort of a funny story, really. See, Marc's 
uncle Vlad accidentally bit me and sucked my 


blood. But it was really just.a big misunderstand- 


Kenan turned back to face his friend, an 
told-you-so look defiantly spread across his face. 
“Well, Kel, what do you have to say now?” 

“K-lek-kenan!" Kel trembled nervously, “I 
think Uncle Vlad might be a vampire!” 

It was about time. 


The sun was just beginning its descent as it 
drifted slowly down from the roof of the sky, its 
bright yellow rays fading ever so slightly. 

Kenan glanced at his watch. It was four 
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. That was plenty of timg to put his 
an into effect. They still had several hours be= 
dark. And several hours were all that they 


Kenan knew that something had to be done, 
tall, how long was he going to last In 
town that was entirely populated with vam- 
-s? He briefly considered moving to a small 
d somewhere just north of Katmandu. 


He didn't exactly know where Katmandu 


as, but it sounded far away, and relatively 
‘pirefree. But soon Kenan realized that 
couldn't run away. After all, this was where 

is home was, this was where his family was. 
, more importantly, this was where his 
mic book collection was, and it was far 
large to be easily moved to some island. 
at was when he made up his mind, He was 
onna stay and he was gonna fight. But how? 
wre were so many vampires and so few of 


He had spent the rest of the day reading all 
vampires, everything he could get his 
ds on. It was a relatively easy thing to do, 


vampires. There were even a few pop-up 
books for Kel. And then, he found it. 
He didn't have to fight all the vampires. All he 
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hhad to do was catch the head vampire. Once he 
got rid of him, the rest of the vampires would 
just turn back to normal. Kenan’s jaw set in firm 
determination. If it was the head vampire they 
were after, Kenan knew exactly where they 
needed to go. 


“Hello, is anyone home?” Kel yelled out into 


darkness, his voice echoing loudly through 
empty rooms, 


Kenan's hand shot out and smacked his friend 
in the back of the head. “Would you be quiet! 


“[ know. I was just seeing if there was anyone 
here first. Because if there wasn't we wouldn't 
have to be so quiet. See?" To Kel, It all made 
perfect sense, which was good, because that 
made one person that understood his logic. 

“Would you just be quiet!” Kenan snapped. 
‘Then, with an assurance from Kel that he would, 
they crept farther into the darkened house. A 
painting that Kenan had never noticed before 
hung on the wall over the fireplace. It was a tall, 
dark painting that was framed in a thick border 
of wood that had been carved out, on each side, 
into a detailed image of a bat. Kenan peered at 
the painting. There was something familiar 
about it. 

“Hey, it's Uncle Viad!" Kel blurted out loud 
enough to make Kenan jump in surprise. 

“Would you stop yelling!” Kenan scolded as 
he tried to talk his stomach down out of the 
place in his throat where it had leapt. He 
stepped back and looked at the picture from a 
few feet away. Kel was right. It did look a lot like 
Uncle Vlad. Same cape. Same slicked-back hair. 
‘Same sharp fangs. He noticed a date scrawled in 
the lower corner of the picture. 

“1792?" Kenan read aloud with wonder. “But 
that would make him—" 
Kel quickly did the math in his head. “That 
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Would make him like twenty years old,” he com 
Tented with amazing inaccuracy, 

“No,” Kenan's head shook softly from side to 
side, “That would make him at least two hun- 
‘dred years old,” 

“Man, that's like your parents’ age,” Kel mar- 
Veled before Kenan yanked him off down the 
hallway to continue the search. 

The plan was simple. All they had to do was 
break into his neighbors’ house and search the 
Place until they found the hidden coffin that con- 
tained Uncle Vlad. Then, they had to force him 
to turn everyone back to normal all before the 
‘Sun went down and his dark powers became too 
much for them to handle, Seemed easy enough, 

But there was a slight problem with the plan, 
Kenan and Kel couldn't find Uncle Vlad's coffin, 
In fact, they couldn't find any coffins, anywhere. 
‘They looked under the beds, in the cupboards— 
Kel even looked in the tollet—but there was no 
sign of any undead creatures of the night. They 
Scoured the house from top to bottom, from 
side to side, from room to room, but they 
found . . . nothing. Time was running out. Out- 
side, the sun had fallen almost halfway down the 
horizon, and the blue sky had begun to take on 
an orange tint as it prepared for the full Techni- 
color explosion of sunset. 
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“Man, where could they be?” Kenan moaned 
in frustration, flopping down on the bed In the 
Crams’ master bedroom. 

“Maybe,” Kel guessed, “they gave up and 
moved to Japan to learn the ways of the ninja.” 

“Nah, they're not ninjas!" Kenan hissed. 
“They're vampires. And they gotta be here 
somewhere,” He climbed back to his feet and 
began to pace across the room, wringing his 
hands together in front of him. Where could 
they be? Where could they be? Where could 
they be? 

Kel had other things on his mind. He wan: 
dered over to the long wooden bookshelf that 
‘occupied a full wall of the bedroom, Its shelves 
were stuffed with books. There must have been 
hundreds in there. Hardcover and softcover and 
sponge cover, (You didn't find a lot of sponge 
cover books, They acted as both book and 
sponge in case you spilled anything while you 
were reading.) Kel spotted a book that seemed 
to interest him. It wasn't just the bright orange 
binding that drew his attention—it was also the 
title. In large, gold letters across the thick spine 
of the book it read, “A Brief History of Orange 
Soda.” From the massive thickness of the book, 
the history didn’t look brief at all, which was just 
fine with Kel. A wide, goofy smile broke out 


104 


across his narrow face as he grabbed the orange 
soda book. And then, something strange hap: 
pened. 

As soon as Kel removed the book from tts 
space on the shelf, the entire wall spun around, 
taking Kel with it 

Kenan heard something and looked up. Noth 
ing seemed out of the ordinary. The bookshelf 
looked exactly like it had looked before, with 
only one minor difference. There was no Kel 
standing in front of It 

Kenan glanced quickly around the room, try 
ing to locate his friend, but he couldn't find him 
anywhere. 

"Kel?" he called out, looking furtively from 
side to side. 

“Kenan!” came the muffled reply. 

Kenan heard him, but he couldn't see him. 

“Kenan! Help!" 

It sounded like it was coming from the book- 
case. Kenan pressed his round face against the 
books. 


“Kel?” he called out. “Where are you?” 

“I'm right here!" Kel whined. 

“How did you get back there?” 

“I don't know, All I did was pick up a book 
about orange soda and then the wall spun 
around and now I'm back here in the dark.” 
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The book! That must be it. “Put the book 
back!" Kenan ordered, 

“But I haven't gotten to read it yet. It's all 
about orange soda and—" 

“Just put it back!” Kenan yelled through the 
wall. 

Kel huffed a disappointed reply. “Fine!” 

‘And a moment later, the wall spun around 
again, taking Kenan with it, He disappeared be- 
hind the wall as the spinning bookshelf carried 
Kel back into the bedroom. 

“Kenan?” Kel looked around for his friend 
“Kenan, where are you?” 

“I'm behind the wall!” 

“What are you doing back there?" Kel asked, 
confused. After all, he had just been back there, 
and Kenan had made him come in here. 

“I'm playing chess with a penguin,” Kenan 
yelled, his frustrated voice laced with sar- 
casm, 

“Really?” Kel's face lit up with excitement. He 
‘wasn't much of a chess player, but if penguins 
‘were involved, he wanted in. “I wanna play.” He 
began hopping up and down excitedly from foot 
to foot. 

“Well, then,” Kenan's muffled voice respond- 
ed In carefully measured tones, “pick the book 
back up." 
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Lines of confusion raced across Kel's fore- 
head. “But you told me to—" 

“Pick it up!" Kenan screamed, momentarily 
Josing his grasp on calm. 

Kel sighed, reached out, grabbed the book off 
the shelf one more time, and, in a whoosh of 
spinning wall, disappeared from the room. 


The boys stood in a small concrete alcove 
The walls were cool and moist, and somewhere, 
off in the distance, the dripping of water broke 
the silence with a steady splink... splink... 
splink sound. 

The only exit out of the room was a long, nar- 
Tow, winding staircase that curved away into 
darkness around the corer. 

“Come on!” Kenan led the way over to the 
stairs and began descending them. 

“But Kenan," Kel protested, not budging from 
his place by the bookshelf, “where’s the pen- 
guin?” It was no use. Kenan had already van- 
ished. “Kenan! Awwww!” Kel threw his hands 
down at his sides and rushed off after his friend. 

The staircase spiraled down around a central 
concrete post, winding its way farther and far- 
ther down into the dark, dank bowels of the 
earth. Kenan and Kel crept slowly down from 
step to step, straining their eyes to see out 
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through the thick blackness that hung around 
them like a giant black blanket that had been 
dropped over their heads, 

Slowly, little by little, Kenan's eyes began to 
adjust to the blackness. Or maybe, it was actual: 
ly getting a little lighter. It was hard to tell. No, 
he thought, there's definitely a light up ahead, 
He could make out the faint glow from the bot: 
tom of the stairs. 

“Kenan, | can't see anything,” Kel com: 
plained, keeping one hand on his friends shoul 
der to help guide his way, 

Kenan turned back to look at Kel, He was 
about to tell him that there was light ahead, 
when he noticed something. 

“Kell Open your eyes!" 

Kel's eyes fluttered open and blinked. “Oh, 
that's better," he offered up happily as they con: 
tinued on down. 


Kenan's mouth dropped open, hit the floor, 
and desperately tried to run away. His whole 
body went numb. His liver leapt inside his stom- 
ach to hide, and his toenails actually turned 
white and fell off. 

Kel's response was a little different. "Wow, 
that's a lot of coffins!” he marveled. 

It was an understatement. The enormous ex- 
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panse of the underground cavern that they found 
themselves in stretched off in all directions as far 
as the eye could see. It looked to Kenan like this 
underground lair probably stretched under every 
inch of Chicago, And laying across the rough 
Stone floor of the room, in neat rows that 
stretched off into infinity, were coffins. Rows and 
tows and rows and rows of coffins. There were 
0 many coffins in there that Kenan's eyes al: 
most went blurry from coffin-overload. 

“Every vampire in the town must be down 
here!” he whispered, and then, realizing that there 
was no need to whisper, he said it again, out loud. 
“Kel, what time Is it?” Kenan asked nervously, 

Kel held his wrist up in front of his eyes and 
‘squinted in the dim light of the cavern, “It's 
three forty-two,” he announced. 

Perfect, Kenan thought. At least that gives 
us a little time before—wait a minute. “Kel, 
how is it three forty-two right now, when it was 
four o'clock when we first came to the Crams" 
house?" He peered at his friend's hand and 
shook his head in frustrated wonder, “Man, 
you're not even wearing a watch.” 

“I know,” Kel explained, “I didn't want to lose 
my watch, so I just looked at what time it was be~ 
fore we left and wrote it on my wrist. Pretty 
clever, eh? Eh?” 


Kenan’s face tensed up. He clenched his fists 
into tight little balls at his sides. “Whhh- 
hyyyyyyw??Plllll™ his scream burst out across 
the room. It echoed off the walls, faded off into 
the distance, and then bounced back as it 
‘echoed off the far end of the cavern. 

“Kel, we have to be out of here before sunset. 
‘And now, we don't know what time it is." 

Just at that moment a lid burst off the nearest 
coffin and shot up into the shy. An undead vam- 
pric figure stood up slowly, almost as if it was 
levitating. It was Vlad. 

“VYelcome to my home!” he purred evilly. 

Kel was the first to speak. "Hey, you don't 
happen to know what time it is, do you? Be- 
cause we gotta get out of here before the sun 
goes down and all the vampires come out.” 

Kenan quickly pulled his friend aside and 
whispered into his ear, gesturing wildly toward 
‘Vlad the whole time. Kel punctuated Kenan’s 
frantic with comments like "Really? 
You don't say,” and “Who knew?" to which 
‘Kenan had to explain that he knew but no one 
‘would listen to him. 

Finally, after Kel grasped the whole situation, 
he spoke. “Well then, we should get out of here 
before it gets dark out.” 

‘Vlad lowered his head and glared up at them 


“with red, glowing eyes. He slowly rose one cor 
ner of his lip, baring the razortsharp fang. ut 
derneath. His tongue flicked up and lapped at 
e sharp point of his tooth. “Too late,” he said 
‘with a smug vampire grin. 

‘And then, as if to prove that he wasn't lying, 


coffin lids began bursting off of coffins all across 


the room. As far as the eye could see and far~ 
ther, vampires began to rise from their dally 


“blood.” 
Marc's parents were there, and so were his 
‘own. Even Kyra, his litle sister, staggered out of 


‘a coffin and began marching slowly toward Kel. 


It-seemed that even asa vampire, she loved Kel. 
“Kenan, you're late to work,” Vampire Chris 
Jeered, lifting his upper lip just high enough to 
show off a really long pair of teeth. 
In one swift motion, Kenan whirled around to 
face Kel. 
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“Kel, this is the part where we scream and run 
away scared.” 

“Got it,” Kel answered with a nod. 

*AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHI" the boys 
shrieked in unison as they turned and bolted for 
the stairs, But they were cut off. Vampire Roger 
and Vampire Sheryl were blocking their way. 

“Son, you forgot to take out the trash,” 
Roger's booming voice intoned 

His mother nodded along compassionately, 
“I'm sorry, dear, but we're going to have to suck 
your blood.” 

Kenan turned to his right, then to his left, but 
everywhere he looked, the red eyes and bared 
fangs of an army of vampires loomed down at 
him. 

“Awwww, man!” he moaned to himself as the 
encroaching hordes of evil closed in on him and 
Kel, They were everywhere. There were hun 
dreds of them, probably thousands of them. 
Kenan and Kel had nowhere to run. A thousand 
bloody, sharp teeth were bared in their direc- 
tion, A collective evil hiss rose up from the vam- 
pire mass as they leaned in, eager for blood 
and— 


Kenan's eyes bolted open. His breathing was 
rough and heavy and frightened. He looked 


around his room and . . . it was his foom. Quick: 
ly he shot his hands up to his neck and felt 
around, searching for puncture wounds, but he 
could find nothing 

‘A huge sigh of relief escaped his lips, He 
laughed quietly to himself. It was all just a dream, 
It seemed so real, but, thank goodness, it wasn't 

Kenan rolled over on his bed to face Kel, who 
was bundled up in a sleeping bag on the floor 

“Hey Kel, you're never gonna believe this 
crazy dream | had.” 

He climbed out of bed and walked over to his 
friend. “Kel, wake up.” Grabbing a corner of the 
sleeping bag, he pulled it back and— 

Kel leapt up at him with a snarl. Blood 
dripped from his long fangs—or was it orange 
soda? It was kind of hard to tell because it all 
happened so quickly. His evil red eyes burned 
themselves into Kenan’s forehead as he opened 
his mouth and— 


Kenan’s eyes bolted open as he jerked awake 
from a deep sleep. He was breathing even more 
heavily than before. He blinked, then sighed 
slowly. It was all just a dream, 

Or was it? 


hank you! 1 hope you enjoyed our very 
scary Kenan and Kel adventure, | know I did, 
How about you, Kel? Kel? Where are you? Kel, 
you have to come out and say good-bye to the 


‘hand which swings out and slaps me in the face, 
‘waking me up. Pretty clever, eh? Eh?” 

“Uh... Kel, what happens if you blink?" 
“Thadn't thought of that, I don't know, let me 
ty.” 

SLAP. 

“Thank you, Kel, now I know.” 

“Owwwwwuww." 


“You know, Kel, | had so much fun in this 
‘book that I thought that I'd devote my life to bat- 
fling oui.” 

“B-b-but Kenan, does that mean that you're 
going to drag me along to battle evil with you?” 

“Yep.” 

“But I don't think I'd be very good at battling 


“Don't worry about that, Kel. Now, go grab a 
stake, some garlic, and a vampire named Lance 
‘and meet me at the castle. Come on, toothy” 
“Kenan? 1 don't want to fight vampi 
Kenan? My toe really hurts. Really! I'm not mak- 

that up! Kenan? Awwwww, here it goes!” 
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ood evening fathtul reader, and weicome to another 
Kenan and Kel adventure 


rll stop i'm trying to tai tothe people who are reading 
ths right now. | need to warn them. 
Wyar them? What do you have to warn them about 
vraris for asking. Usten clvely, dear reader, for you a 
Spout to hear a tale so ternifying, 30 scare-ng, 
coy enbebevably norsiying, that k may actualy uP 
ar yaad to explode and your big woe to shnk in ea 
witb but Kenan, | don't like scary stories. Scary 
stories scare me. 
eet xa then you may want to sip pages 12-25. They re 
Pee y Of. ae sorne real scary su ao happens ot 
aS 33, 36, and AZ. But you can go ahead and 
Page age #3, ‘cause | say something realy Tunny there 
anak about the rest of the book? ts It scary, 1007 
Pena conby one way to find out. Turn down the Ih. 1k 
Tre doors, ond start reading. Now come on. Spooly 
how will tbe 
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